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THE VULTURES 



Foul-feathered and scald-necked, 
They sit in evil state; 
Raw marks upon their breasts 
As on men's wearing chains. 

Impure, though they may plunge 
Into the morning's springs; 
And spirit-dulled, though they 
Command the heights of heaven. 

Angels of foulness ye, 
So fierce against the dead! — 
Sloth on your muffled wings, 
And speed within your eyes! 

THE WANDERERS 

A mighty star has drawn a-nigh, and now 
Is vibrant in the air; 
The trembling, half-divested trees of his 
Bright presence are aware. 

And Night has told it to the hills, and told 
The partridge in the nest; 
And left it on the long white roads that she 
Gives light instead of rest. 

I watch it in the stream, the stranger-star, 
Pulsing from marge to main : 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

What mould will be my flesh and bone before 
That star is there again! 
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SHROUDS 

Ho! Stranger, consider and give answer! — 

Whether a lonely bed in a sun-struck veldt 

With the eagles crying above you, 

And a soft-nosed bullet spreading and grinding 

Beneath a bloodless puncture, 

And the winds singing in the brilliant-blue: 

Or a damned respectable passing at Clapham — 
Rival undertakers with black-edged Gothic-lettered 
Cards waiting on your unwashed doorstep. 
(Mary Ann is resting from the shock of grief!) 
"Very reverent, Madam," say they, "with three carriages, 
Black horses and plumes" (to say nothing of a brass-bound 
Coffin!); "cheap and very respectable." (Damned re- 
spectable ! ) 

Such is the passing of most men. 

Better, say I, the sand, and the sound of the eagles crying! 

Reeves Brook 
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